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were sitting in a railway refreshment bar, one day at dawn, having
like all the people there, travelled through the night, sipping stewed
tea, the only thing we could get, and a more depressing scene one could
not imagine, when suddenly someone struck up a tune on a mandoline
and heads were raised, smiles appeared everywhere and we joined in.
There was an immediate sense of recover}7."
"I knew a doctor," Shaw said, "who wanted children but they died
soon after birth. As a last hope he took the last baby that was born alive,
into the garden and there placed it in a little bright red tent. The baby
survived, just like that. Now it is a grown-up man with children of his
own, no doubt. And all due to a spot of colour. I have always urged that
the aesthetic element in life is a fact which has been too long ignored.*'
"Didn't Darwin complain that his scientific concentration meant
the loss of literary appreciation. In his youth he had loved Shakespeare
but in later life he could only pass his leisure time in the reading of light
novels . . . with happy endings. He said that the mind dwelling on the
tangible and definite lost its sense of the mystery and fascination which
hung about the meaning of life."
"In spite of Chesterton's prophecy years ago that invention would
cease and the hansom cab would still be in existence a hundred years
hence, science has turned the romantic hansom into a ponderous museum
piece and every child looks to the heavens to name the latest plane.
Mankind stands bewitched by the helpless rush of science and only art
will waken it to reality," G.B.S. answered.
"You would have the poets trained in the sciences instead of in. the
classics and the scientists trained in one of the arts?"                   ^
"If the stuff taught were not hundreds of years behind the times...."
Keeping fit was a very serious business with G.B.S. There were all
kinds of exercises he performed: this was for the spine, that for the eyes
and the back of the neck must not be neglected. He must never forget
to stretch himself to the utmost and to sic bolt upright, movement after
meals, the splashing of eyes with cold water, and especially appearance:
the training by gentle combing of beard, moustache, eyebrows, hair.
Nothing was left to chance. He must rest after lunch in a special position,
relaxed completely, he must walk in the open and not give way to weak-
ening legs, he must write letters and change his clothes into his black
suit for the evening.
I mentioned a friend's way of keeping fit. Every morning he stood